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Silver Lining 


His junkie ass had just one job: Pay the fucking rent. But he couldn't even do that and | came home to find an 
eviction notice on the apartment door and the locks changed. | managed to get our long suffering apartment 
manager to open the door and allow me to remove the more expensive items. Guitars, amps, the hundred 
dollars worth of emergency drugs Dave had shoved behind the toilet. The rest | abandoned and | left with 
nothing but the clothes on my back. Dave had been fuck knows where. Probably whoring his ass around 
Hollywood for his next fix. That guy would sleep with anyone and everyone if it meant he was going to hit a 
high. 


More pissed off than a sack full of snakes, | tossed the rescued shit in the back of the van and began to 
drive. | didn't care where to. | didn't bother leaving a note on the abandoned apartment door. | didn't care if 
Dave ever found me again. | was angry and seeing red. Red lights came and went, and there were several near 


misses as | barrelled through the city. 


The apartment had been a war zone. Have you seen what happens when junkies live together? Nothing gets 

cleaned and the sink was over run with stinking dishes and cockroaches. | couldn't remember the last time I'd 
showered, let alone changed my clothes. My body odour had filled the van and, at one point, I'd pulled over to 
retch up my empty guts. Whether it was from my stench, the lack of drugs, or my anger with Dave, | don't 


know. 


Finally | found myself at the beach. Santa Monica to be exact. Parking the van, I'd wandered the beach until I'd 
found a secluded spot to myself. Sitting in the shade, I'd watched the sea and thought. All around me had been 
the sound of people having fun. Of surfers, and kids, and people on the pier. 


And then there was me. Just me. All alone with nothing but my thoughts. Stay. Go. Try to fix it. Or start over. 
| don't know how long | sat in the shadow of the pier before | made up my mind. 
| was going home. 


| couldn't put up with it any longer. | couldn't cope with the drugs and the uncertainty. | was from a good 
family and we did things a certain way. We looked after our living space and, more importantly, we looked after 
one another. Dave and l.. Dave and | had been together. It had been one drunken night which had lead to a 
three year relationship. One which had ended the day | returned from work and found that eviction notice. 
Dave didn't want me. He wanted the drugs and the random fucking with other people. That's what he lived for. 
Unlike me, he didn't live for the one he loved, nor did he live for the music any more. The drugs had become 


his single love. That was all that mattered to him. 
It broke my heart but | had to do it, if not for myself but then for me. Maybe he'd realise what he had. 


So | took the van and drove to the nearest pawnbrokers. | sold the guitars and amps. | tossed the drugs. The 
only thing | kept was the bass guitar I'd driven to California with. That would be my one remaining memory of 


what had once been a fun and exciting time. 


With the money, | put gas in the tank, turned the van east and headed home. It was one of the most painful 
journeys | had to make. | was returning home with my tail between my legs. | wasn't the musician I'd told my 
parents I'd be. | wasn't living up to their hopes and expectations. And | was alone again. Alone in a world I'd 


hoped would accept me. 


My parents were shockingly accepting of me coming home. They put me back to work on the farm and, all too 


soon, | left again. 


That was thirty years ago. | went and set up a successful church in Minneapolis. Before long, | had them all 
over the country. A church where people from all walks of life were accepted and welcomed. And we're more 


coffee house than place of worship. People come in, grab a coffee, and sit back and listen. 
| still live in Minneapolis. Oddly, | met my life partner here. He and his band were passing through. | went to see 
them play and bumped into him afterwards. We've adopted two kids, a boy and a girl, and are home to three 


rescue cats. We're our own little happy family unit. 


And Dave? Dave never called me after the day | left. I'd doubted he would. In fact, | was surprised when | 


heard from him five years later. | thought he was long dead. He wanted to reform the band. Wanted another 
go at it. | turned him down. Where is he now? Well, he turned his life around and now he leads the worship 
band at our LA church. 


There is a silver lining in every cloud, even when it's a storm cloud. 


